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not pay the watchman's tax which came to a few coppers
each week and was paid without question by all the
other householders. Thirty years before he had come
as a penniless labourer to the village. Now he owned
half of it and held mortgages on the rest. He took
us to his house which he had built in an underground
Genoese bazaar. This he had excavated and made
into an oil-press. He was a bent old man, and he
walked with two sticks. His shoes were of heavy wood
and he wore the pleated trousers of the Armenians
which have a seat that hangs down to the heels. As
he peered up at us out of his grimy room with his wicked
old face and crafty eyes, he looked like some great toad,
I expressed my opinion that he ought to pay. Where-
upon he pushed some money into my hand and bade
me pay the headman. This man had refused to pay
for twenty years. He had lived alone, the only Christian
among Turks. They had murdered his relatives in
other villages. He had been beaten and imprisoned
and yet he refused to pay, and finally he paid because
a stranger said he ought to pay. His mental process
was impossible to follow, and his obstinacy was charac-
teristic of his race.